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hay, or were walking up and down the stubble-fields with an air
of busy aimlessness as if to say " the work of the year is over;
now for a long hibernation/' At the,alp of Nimarg, which we
had left a garden in full flower, many plants had died down or
been cropped short, leaving no trace; but a few late-flowering
species still bloomed, gentians, a monkshood, and a new
delphinium; they were making all haste to get through their
life-cycle before the first snows condemned them once more to
the enforced rest of months. We spent a day gathering seeds;
there is no sound more gratifying to the ear than their metallic
tinkle, as the ripe pods are bent over and emptied into the en-
velopes. Then at last came the Zoji, now quite cleared of snow;
once across the pass and we were in India again. In the Sind
valley the maize harvest was ripe and also the walnuts. Buying
roasted maize-cobs in the villages made us think of Soho and
chestnuts.

At last Wayl bridge appeared and "Civilization/* repre-
sented by a couple of cars, stood waiting for us. A Kashmiri
peasant with a badly abscessed hand, stopped us and asked for
medicine, so we lighted our last wayside fire to boil up water for
Dr. Roaf, who operated there and then. It was the final bow
before the fall of the curtain. We stepped into our car and were
whirled in clouds of choking dust towards Srinagar, conscious of
a mounting nervousness that could not be kept in check, in
spite of our recent study of the doctrine of illusion.